I36             THE  TIME  OF  MY  LIFE
City and County Hospital, with duties and privileges similar to
those of an intern, but without board, room or salary. A fraternity
brother offered me the use of his office of an evening free of cost,
thus giving me a chance to build up a practice while gaming
experience in the hospital It was a grand idea, although it failed
to work out.
To my surprise, I soon learned there was no magic in my new
diploma, and no appreciable public interest in me; no one whom
I knew was in need of my professional services, and none but
charity patients knew of me. Night after night I had sat in
Dr. Brooks3 office alert to the telephone, the elevator, footsteps
in the hall; reading innumerable medical journals and smoking
innumerable cigarettes in weary yet restive solitude.
The few dollars I had saved were quartered, then halved and
still further divided until but a small fraction remained. Each
evening of late I had marched, or perhaps slunk, into the hospital
dining-room with the interns, ate my dinner quickly and almost
by stealth in momentary fear of being thrown out. My room rent
was past due; Dr. Ward had gone to Europe, Dr. Canney's
accusing manner forbade any reference to my financial distress.
For the first time in five years I came to hate the sight and even
the thought of medicine.
I was about ready to quit and find a job when the rumour
of a vacant internship in the Good Samaritan Hospital in Port-
land reached me: fifteen dollars a month with board, room and
laundry. Without waiting for verification, I wired acceptance,
borrowed twenty-five dollars, packed everything I owned into
my trunk and two bags and caught that evening's train.
As I sped north through the night my mind was filled with
doubts which made sleep impossible. Was the rumour true? Why
and when did a vacancy exist? What had I to recommend me
but a new diploma and eagerness to work? Suppose a vacancy
had existed, but was now filled? Suppose it was not to be filled
for a month or so? My funds were down to less than five dollars.
My spirits were still very low when the train arrived in Portland
next evening. Thinking vaguely of a fifty-cent room, I followed
a porter carrying my heavy bags to the street. Taking for granted
what I wanted, he set them down beside a handsome hotel bus, a
compliment which served somehow to stiffen my morale, I imagine
I carried myself a little straighter, that my step was a little firmer
as I inarched up to the desk and wrote the letters MJX after my